FEET OF CLAY

"What are you doing,, Laverdure?" cried Jacqueline.
"Don't worry, Madame la Baronne/' he replied.
And, half-kneeling, crawling along level with the water, twisting
this way and that, clinging to a worm-eaten beam with one hand, while
the other held the torch, the old huntsman crept through the narrow
opening of the sluice, under the raised panel as if under the guillotine,
"It's not possible; you wouldn't believe it," thought Jacqueline. And
almost at the same moment she heard Laverdure mutter: "Good God!
Well, I'm damned!  What an extraordinary thing!"

Then he suddenly stood up straight and shouted: "Valengay! Get
along in there! Charlemagne! Wake up, get a move on! Put the
hound in the water! There he is. Hark in! Get along in!"

As he stood, square and stocky in his black-and-gold waistcoat, strug-
gling in the turbulent stream, his breeches soaked and a torch in his
hand, the old man was happy, beautiful and almost terrifying.

He had seen two fresh slots left by the stag in the moss which
carpeted the top of the sluice.

"Oh, Madame la Baronne!" he cried. "Who would have thought
that a stag, particularly so big a one, could have got through here?
What cunning!  I hope Madame will excuse my swearing, but there's
good reason for it! Get along in!  Hark in, my beauties!"
"Bravo, Laverdure I We shall take him!" cried Jacqueline.
"It may well be, Madame la Baronne, it may well be."
The scent of the tired hunted stag must still have been strong about
the slots on the planking, for Valengay gave tongue twice.  And the
five other hounds, half-paddling, half-swimming, followed him under
the sluice.

Laverdure had regained the bank and put on his coat. He had seized a
long stick and was beating the water, making as much noise as possible.
Suddenly, at the point in the bend which the Marquis had indicated,
the six hounds gave tongue and a black shape bounded in the stream
with a huge splash and then jumped out on to the bank.
"Gone away! Gone away!" cried Jacqueline.
" I told you so!" replied De Voos.

Jacqueline looked at him gratefully and trustfully, as if he had really
had something to do with it. Then they began running, stumbling
among the willow-roots and in the clayey earth.

"To his head, to his head!" cried Laverdure, cheering on his hounds.
The stag, though chilled by the water, had nevertheless had time to
recover to some extent.  He began running ahead of the hounds and
there was danger of losing him again in the dark.

"It's a miracle even to have started him again/' thought Jacqueline.
And indeed the stag ran straight ahead, his dark shape seeming
to fly ovef the ground. But instead of disappearing into the under-
growth, he ran straight into a tree.
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